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INT. HAMT'S SH P - DEEP SPACE

Hamt floats in the pilot seat, the stars outside slowy
drifting. He taps a consol e button.

HAM T
R A H? You here?

R A H
(robotic)
| didn't understand that. If you

woul d i ke to know where Mars
I S--
He sl ans the cancel button.

HAM T
Never m nd. ..

He | eans back, pulling a worn photo fromhis jacket. A
picture of his parents. He stares at it and smles.

HAM T
(softly)
Still don't know why they only

wanted to send nme. It's just...

weird. O normal, maybe. |If you

know what's goi ng on. Probably. ..
Suddenly -- red lights flash. Al arns scream

HAM T
What the fuck?!' Am | gonna die?!

s this ship not up to code or

sonet hi ng?!
He scranbles to the comms panel, slamm ng the M ssion
Control button.

COWS
(cheery jingle)
M ssion Controlll11...

Static. Then --

M SSI ON CONTROL
(distorted)
HAMT -- HAMT -- HAMT -- cone

back -- it's bad -- it's --



Static. Silence.

HAM T
. \What .
(rmunbl i ng)
How woul d | even conme back? |'m
i n space.

He frantically clicks buttons.

HAM T
M ssion Control, cone on --!

COMVB
(1 ooped)
M ssion Control I II1I...

He presses it again. And again. The jingle plays. Over and
over.

COWEB
(final)
M ssion Control is currently

unavail abl e. Pl ease try again at

8PM Eastern Standard Ti ne!
The red lights fade. The ship huns softly as if nothing
happened.

Hamt stares at the ceiling. Blinks. Then at the console.
The silence stretches.

HAM T
... \What is happeni ng.

He sl aps the assistant button.

HAM T
VWat -- where is everyone?! Wy

isn't Mssion Control working?!

R A H
(cheerful)
Hamt is neant to do the m ssion!

HAM T
No, | don't mean who's doing the
m ssion, |'m asking where's

M ssi on Control ?!



R A H
(calm

Hamt is nmeant to do the m ssion.

HAM T
...0Oh ny god.

He slunps back into the seat, rubbing his face. Then --

A faint glow catches his eye. Qutside the wi ndow -- a
bri ght purplish object in the distance, grow ng fast.

HAM T
(squinting)
Wiy is there purple in space?

He taps R A Hs button rapidly -- but before anything
responds,

R A H
Aut o- pi | ot di sengaged. bject in

front of ship.
The ship slows. A massive, glittery alien craft halts just
i nches away.

HAM T
l...--

Suddenly --

COVMS
(no jingle)
Hey! Are you a human? Are you

fromEarth or... is it Terra?
HAM T
(startl ed)
What ? Who -- how are you on this

frequency?!

ZOM E
(casual)
... Frequency? Uh... | pushed the

glowi ng button. On the floaty
thing. Is this not the
translator? Wait -- does this go
bot h ways?



HAM T
-- what? Yes. | can hear you.

ZOM E
(excited)
Ch cool! Okay, then. Yes. Hello.

W are aliens.

HAM T
Al i ens exist?!
ZOM E
(mocki nQ)
Pfft, yeah... idiot.
Ham t nakes a face. Confused. O fended. Bew | dered.
ZOM E
You have been intercepted.
HAM T
| nt er cept ed?!
ZOM E
(worried)
Wait -- was that bad? Is that a

threatening word to you guys? |
t hought it just meant |iKke..
bunmping into. Like in traffic.

HAM T
... What do you want?

A pause. Miffled voi ces whispering off-mc.

ZOM E
(rmuf fl ed)
He wants to know what we want!

No, you said you had a plan --
... What do you nean "shiny
rocks" ?!

More rustling. The mc clears.

ZOM E
(breat hl ess)
Ckay! Sorry! We just -- uh --

need to borrow a... Margiz stone.



Just one. Maybe two. For..
cultural... science. You have
t hose, right?

HAM T
What the fuck is a Margi z stone?

ZOM E
Ah. So you don't have any. That's

okay. We figured. Your ship is
very small. Very cute though! Is
it... is it alive? Wait -- sorry.
That was rude.

ZOM E ( CONT' D)
Anyway -- do you have snacks? Do

Eart hshi ps have snacks? Yours has
that I ogo on it. Does that nean
snacks?

HAM T
Look, I don't have any snacks.

Who are you peopl e?

ZOM E
Ch! Sorry! We're the Dumans. |'m

Zom e.

(muffled, to soneone)
| told you there wouldn't be

snacks in a ship this size!

(back to Hamt)
Hey, quick question... you need

to go back to Earth soon, right?

HAM T
That's... not.. soon just, return

to Earth after the Mars orbit.

ZOM E
(long unconfortabl e pause)
Riiiiight. About that. Umm..

(more nmuffl ed conversation)
Who had the nmanual ? There's a

protocol for this!



SECOND DUMAN VO CE
Just tell him

ZOM E
kay, so... Earth is... gone.

St unned sil ence.

ZOM E ( CONT' D)
W were testing our new Tool and

there was this whole calibration
i ssue we rubbed sone rocks wong,
wi th your sun and then your noon
got in the way and then..
well... one thing led to another
and. . .
Hamt stares blankly, conpletely paralyzed by shock.

ZOM E ( CONT' D)
(cheerfully)
But don't worry! We have free

housi ng! Wth pools! Well, not

wat er pools that | think humans

swwmin. Mre like liquid

met hane. But it's very refreshing

once you get used to the freezing

and the burning sinultaneously!
Hamt remains frozen, barely breathing.

He grabs his picture of his parents. Again. And just sits
for a bit before --

ZOM E
Hel | 0?

(taps comuni cati on device)
Is this thing working?

(to soneone el se)
| think the human is buffering.

Do they do that?

SECOND DUMAN
Maybe it's processing grief? The
manual says they do that.

ZOM E



For how | ong? We have a | unch
reservation
He | ooks back up at the receiver.

HAM T
(barely audi bl e)
...sure. ..

Z0OM E
(excited)
G eat! He said sure! That neans

he's ok to rehone, right?

(sounds of cel ebration)
We're getting good at this

di pl onacy t hi ng!
The cel ebratory chatter continues in the receiver, nmuffled
and di stant.

Hamt sits notionless in his chair. The photo of his
parents still in his hand.

He stares strai ght ahead. Doesn't blink.
The alien voices fade to a | ow rurnur.
Hi s breat hing becones slightly heavier. Shall ow

Hi s hand hol di ng the photo begins to trenble -- just
barely. Al nost inperceptible.

The breathing gets nore | abored. Faster.

H s chest rises and falls in short, controlled bursts.
He's trying to hold it together.

H s eyes start to water.
One sl ow, shaky breath. Then anot her.
A single tear forns in the corner of his eye.

The canera slowy pushes in closer to his face.



Hi s breathing hitches -- half hyperventilating, half
keepi ng hi nmsel f together.

The tear falls.

Canera pushes into his eyes. Coser. C oser.
Everyt hi ng goes bl ack.

Sil ence for several beats.

Then -- flashes:

A smal|l house with a front porch. Wndows dark. Enpty.
A playground. Swings noving in enpty w nd.

A famly in Munbai sharing dinner. Md-I|augh. Gone.
Children running through a field in Kenya. Vani shed.
An old man feeding pigeons in a park. Di ssol ved.

A not her tucking her child into bed in rural China.
Er ased.

Peopl e wal ki ng busy streets in Sao Paul o. Not hi ng.

A wedding in a small Geek village. The bride's smle
frozen, then gone.

Classroons full of students. Enpty desks.
Hospitals. Markets. Cafes. Libraries.

Al of it. Everyone.

Seven billion stories. Ended.

The flashes cone faster now. Mre chaotic.
Then - -

Si | ence.



Bl ack.
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